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THE LAST WAGON 

by Herbert Harker 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(Showing married name of the daughters, and the age of each at the time of the trek to Cold Lake.) 
 
VICTOR HATCH (the father) 39 
SUSAN HATCH (the mother) 36 
VINALL 16 
DELOSS  15 
LAVERN (Stonehocker) 13 
LOIS (Hutton)  11 
DARRNALL  10 
IRECE  (Burgess)  8 
IDELL (Roper)  6 
NORENE (Cook)  3 
LORENZO  1 
EDITH (Claybert)  Born in Cold. Lake, 1934 
OPAL (Greep)  Born in Cold Lake, 1936 
NELDON  Born in Cold Lake,  1943 
 
 

 
 
 

VICTOR, SUSAN AND FAMILY LEAVING GLENWOOD FOR CHERRY GROVE 
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     On May 1, 1933, Victor and Susan Hatch started on what they still refer to as the only 
honeymoon trip they ever had.  They were accompanied by nine children, seventeen horses, 
twenty-five head of cattle, three hundred sheep, twelve chickens, two pigs, a cat and a dog.  The 
wedding had been eighteen years before. 
    The country they left was the Glenwood area in the southwest corner of Alberta, twenty-five 
miles north of the United States boundary.  It is irrigated farmland, mostly flat, but with occasional 
broad ridges.  Their destination was Cold Lake, on the Alberta-Saskatchewan border two hundred 
miles northeast of Edmonton.  It was a place none of them had ever seen. 
     At his house in Cardston, Vic met me on the front step and invited me in.  He is a tall man, who 
seems to stand erect and slightly stooped at the same time.  His hair is still sandy.  He looks at least 
twenty years younger than seventy-nine.  He speaks slowly, with frequent pauses.  As he talks, the 
corners of his mouth move out and in, so at one moment he appears serious, the next amused. 

 
VICTOR:   I had a brother-in-law, John Burgess, that went to Cold Lake about 1930, three 
years before we did.  Ernie Law was there, and a couple of others.  There was a lot of 
interest, people holding meetings, talking about Cold Lake.  They told us what a fine 
country it was, and we decided that's where we'd go. 

 
     During that year more than fifteen families from Glenwood moved to Cold Lake.  In less than 
three years, most of them were back.  One who returned had this to say about it afterwards.  "If we 
had known how hard it would be, maybe we wouldn't have gone.  I guess most of our gain was in 
the form of experience." 
     The Hatch family was the only one that traveled to their new home by wagon train.  They were 
one of four families that stayed. 
 

VICTOR :   It wasn't a tough decision.  Everything worked out fine.  I had a lot of honey 
equipment, and I traded that for horses and for harnesses and things we'd need to make the 
trip.  It seemed like everything fell into my hand. 

 
     Susan gives the impression of being a large woman, but a closer look shows this to be an 
illusion.  She moves and speaks slowly, almost languidly.  Half her syllables come out as 
diphthongs.  Yet there is purposefulness in everything she does, and all around her is order, and the 
evidence of accomplishment. 

 
SUSAN:   Yes, I'd do it again.  My husband and I would still be in Cold Lake if it weren't 
for the temple.  We moved back down in 1960 so we could work in the temple. 
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     They live comfortably in Cardston now, in an old house surrounded by broad lawns, banks of 
flowerbeds, and a vegetable patch that looks like a market garden.  Vic has a little greenhouse 
where he starts his tomatoes and bedding out plants. 
 

VICTOR:   I was born in Arizona, Susan in Utah.  Both our families came to Canada when 
we were children.  The first job I had was as a bank teller in Brant, Alberta.  As long as I 
lived at home my fifteen dollars a month got me by all right.  But when they started talking 
about a transfer to Winnipeg or Vancouver, my father said, "You could get a tin beak and 
scratch with the chickens and make more money than that."  So I went farming. 
 

     Victor and Susan are shelling peas, not just peas for dinner, but peas for winter, for themselves 
and half their grandchildren by the look of it, sacks of picked peas, buckets of pea-pods, pans of 
shelled peas.  They work together, with quiet words and gestures of affection, and remember times 
past. 

 
VICTOR:   First of all, I didn't have enough land.  Then in 1932 it was dry.  If I'd got hay in 
1932, I might never have moved.  But my farm was rocky, and a lot of side-hill.  I was out 
there, sleeping on the hill, trying to change the water to make it cover the ground.  But it 
would just wash out. That year I sheared my sheep, I got eighteen hundred pounds of wool.  
I sold it for thirty-six dollars.  All that kept me going was my honey.  I raised honey.  I 
raised a couple of ton in thirty-one and thirty-two, and I hauled it up by Stavely and 
Claresholm, and I got ten cents a pound for it. 
     I took my sheep out on Milk River Ridge and paid my pasture bill with honey.  When I 
got 'em home my lambs were worth two dollars a head. I had about twenty-seven little pigs, 
wieners, good feeder pigs.  I took 'em to the stockyard and the fellow offered me two 
dollars apiece.  So I sold 'em.  I met Ern Quinton.  He said, "You're crazy to sell your pigs 
for two dollars.  I got some pigs like that.  I've got some barley.  I'm going to feed 'em out 
and sell 'em."  The next spring I asked how he come out with his pigs.  He said, "I just lost 
my barley." 
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VICTOR, SUSAN AND FAMILY 1936 
 

 
 
     Vinall is the oldest son.  He was sixteen at the time of the trip.  What greater thrill for a light-
hearted Mormon boy than a wagon trek to new country?  He had then, and still has, a sense of 
being involved in something greater than his own concerns.  He lives outside Cherry Grove, a few 
miles south east of Cold Lake, on the same hill where the family spent their first winter in the area.  
As he stands in his door yard, talking with enthusiasm about both the past and the future, he is 
surrounded by a bewildering litter of machinery and tools and sheds and fences.  One would not 
suppose that forty years could account for such an accumulation.  His home is modern, but shows 
the effects of having sheltered eleven children.  Now they're all gone but the two youngest.  Vinall 
looks forward to his retirement from the Air Base in a year or two. 
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VINALL:   Water tax was three hundred dollars.  Municipal tax, school tax and hospital tax 
on top of that.  Dad only had a 1/4 section of land.  What can you do with a 1/4 section?  He 
wondered what to do.  He thought about going to Peace River, but decided on Cold Lake.  
If we'd gone to Peace River with the potential we had, we'd have got rich.  That'd have 
ruined the whole bunch. 

 
     LaVern is the oldest daughter.  Seeing her now, it is easy to believe the description given of her 
by the St. Paul newspaper when the Hatch caravan went through the town forty years ago.  "She did 
not wear a gingham gown, but we all admired the adorable smile on her childlike face, her 
lithesome figure like a Greek shepherdess of old, but she wore just blue overalls.  Gingham gowns 
or blue overalls, men will always be fascinated by such charming creatures."  She and Joe, a retired 
school teacher, live on a farm a half-mile from Cherry Grove.  Their children are grown and gone, 
except for two the youngest. 
 

LAVERN:   I think about it, take your family and go, like that.  I wonder and wonder.  But I 
guess the folks thought it was either that---or---starve.  (She laughs) 

 
     Darrnall is the fifth child, and third son.  He still lives on a farm near Cherry Grove, but for 
twenty years he's worked at the Radar Base in Grand Centre.  He's about due for retirement.  In him 
seem concentrated all the slow, deliberate qualities, which to a degree characterize the rest of the 
family.  At present he is bishop of the Cherry Grove Ward of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-
Day Saints, more commonly known as the Mormon Church.  Tonight he is at the little chapel, 
working on correspondence. 
 

DARRNALL:   Dad'd say,  "The water taxes will force me out of business.  In five years 
they'll have my place."  But others said, "I'm no worse off than anybody else." 
 
VICTOR:   My father lived up at Brant.  He had rye.  He filled a boxcar with rye and 
shipped it to Fort William.  When he got his returns he owed 'm seven dollars for freight.  
He said it made him crooked.  He never paid it. 

 
DARRNALL:   I don't know whether it was right to run from the depression or not.  A 
hundred times in his life, if dad had done things a hundred and eighty degrees different he'd 
have been wealthy.  But as soon as his kids were gone he started to prosper.  He spent too 
much on his kids, maybe. 

 
     Lois is the fourth child, the second daughter.  She, along with Vinall, seems to have a special 
feeling for the experience of her family; a sense that it is important, and should be remembered.  
She lives in Chilliwack, B.C. 
 

LOIS:   Dad is a fabulous man.  Mother's a humble woman. Whatever dad wants, she's with 
him. 
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     Deloss is the second child.  He has lived all over since his marriage—Kelowna, Quesnel, Cherry 
Grove, Inuvik....  Now he lives at Chilliwack, as do Lois and Ren.  He is a droll fellow.  His nieces 
and nephews remember him fondly, and identify him as "that crazy uncle." 
 

DELOSS:   When we were getting ready it was real excitement.  Quite a time, herding the 
stuff on the roads and fields, getting ready to go. 
 
VICTOR:   We pulled out on the first of May 1933.  Camped down by the Waterton bridge 
that night.  Our cattle were mostly milk cows.  We milked 'em all the way, and separated 
the milk.  We had plenty of milk.  We'd drink all we could, and feed it to the pigs. 
     I drove the lead outfit, seven horses hitched to two wagons full of machinery.  Deloss 
was next, his wagon loaded with our things from the house, and a democrat behind with two 
pigs in it.  Susan drove the cook car, with the stove, the bed, the cupboard, and the washing 
machine.  We had a dozen hens in a wire cage on the back of the cook car. I took enough 
oats to last the horses all the way, and some grain for the chickens. 
 
VINALL:   I looked after the livestock, sheep and cattle.  I had LaVern and Lois to help me, 
and Darrnall some of the time.  When we came to a town with a creamery we'd sell all the 
cream we had, and they'd mail the check to the next town up the line.  We got three cents a 
pound for butterfat, and a dollar and a quarter for an eight gallon can of cream. 

 
LAVERN:   It was like going to see your grandmother, really exciting.  We took 
everything.  Our dog, our cat.  The dog had pups, the cat had kittens.  There was nothing to 
be lonesome for.  We had everything with us.  I walked all the steps from there to here. 
 
VINALL:   At night we'd let out the chickens, and then pen 'em back up.  We had fresh 
milk and eggs all the way. 
 
LAVERN:   The most interesting thing was the people we met.  They'd ask us where we 
were from, where we were going. 

 
LOIS:   They'd know about us coming four or five days before we got there.  One fellow 
rode out to meet us.  He helped us get to his place, and we put our stock in his corrals.  His 
wife had supper ready, fresh-baked bread, and a dishpan full of lettuce and radishes for us 
to take with us. 
 
VINALL:   In the Forestburg area we came to a little creek one day.  It had an oxbow bend, 
and made about a five-acre pasture on the west side of the road.  So we thought here's a 
good place to stop for lunch.  During our break the sheep went down to the creek and 
drifted onto the pasture. 
     The farmer came running over there.  Man, was he ever wild!  "I been watchin' you guys 
comin' for sixty miles," he says.  "And I thought this is what you'd do."  We just rounded 
'em up, and went on down the road. 
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     But our sheep were very seldom over in the field.  When we stopped for the night we 
always made a corral, dug holes and strung wire.  That was for the cattle and sheep.  We 
turned the horses loose, but we hobbled a couple of the ringleaders, so they'd never go far. 
 
VICTOR:   Sometimes we had so much milk we'd use it to dig post holes, to soften up the 
ground for the auger. 
 
DELOSS:   In the morning we'd milk, and kick the sheep and cows and kids down the road.  
Then we'd harness up, and roll up the wire, and start out.  Sometime during the morning 
we'd pass the sheep.  Then about eleven we'd stop and make camp while the others caught 
up.  We'd unharness the horses and turn 'em loose. 
 
VICTOR:   During the noon break the children usually slept. The horses would graze.  We 
never traveled in the heat.  Then about two or three we'd hitch up and start again.  In the 
evening we'd make camp and do the chores.  We had three hot meals every day.  The dinner 
cooked while we traveled.  After supper the kids'd play ball, especially if we had company, 
if kids came out from a farm near by.  You'd think they'd be tuckered out. 

 
SUSAN:   Saturday afternoon we'd stop early and do the washing, ironing, and baking. 

 
VICTOR:   We had family prayer every day.  We'd have it in the morning before breakfast, 
and at night when we assembled for supper, everybody taking turns. We never traveled on 
Sunday. 

 
     Irece and Idell are next youngest after Darrnall.  Irece  is twenty-two months older than Idell, 
though in some ways they are closer than their ages would suggest,  Irece  says she was kind of 
puny as a child, so Idell got more of the responsibility.  Today Irece lives on a section of land near 
Cherry Grove.  In addition, she and her husband own land in Saskatchewan.  Idell lives in Seattle.  
They each have four children. 
 

IRECE:   I remember a bit about the trip.  I remember sleeping on the cupboard for a bed.  
Sometimes I'd get out of the wagon and run.  One or two days I remember picking flowers. 

 
VICTOR:   We stuck to the back roads.  There was plenty of grass in the road allowances.  
The sheep ate their way to Cold Lake. 
 
DELOSS:   We were moving slow, about fifteen miles a day.  The country didn't change 
much. 
 
LOIS:    Driving the animals, some places we had a terrible time keeping them between the 
fences because the sand had drifted over the wires.  There'd be just four inches of post 
sticking out. 

 
VINALL:   Sheep were quit a novelty.  People'd come out from town in their cars and drive 
through the herd two or three times.  Sometimes they'd honk their horns and the sheep'd 
bunch up so they couldn't get through.  But if they'd let me walk through ahead of 'em, there 
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was no problem.  One day between Brant and Drumheller we passed a big farm.  There was 
a flat field to the west of us, a mile across.  This fellow was out there with six Belgian 
horses on a seed drill.  He was standing up, seeding the full mile across.  He was sure proud 
of his team, and showing off for us as he came up to the end of the field.  But then his 
horses got a whiff of that sheep smell.  I guess it was strange to 'em.  He could hardly get 
'em turned before they started to run, straight across the field for a full mile.  He sure was 
drilling for a while. 
 
IDELL:    I don't remember much about the trip.  I remember riding in the wagon with 
mother.  And sleeping under the wagon sometimes, with my big brothers. 

 
     The Hatch family carries a stamp.  They look like they belong to each other.  But Norene feels 
that she's the one who's different.  In fact, she's sometimes teased about it.  An uncle who visited 
them years ago made a fuss over all the other kids, then he asked her mother who this little girl 
was.  Well, she's a Hatch all right, as even uncle Van knows by now.  Today she lives at Swan 
Hills, about as far north, but several thousand feet higher than Cold Lake.  At the time of the trip 
she was three years old. 
 

NORENE:   I remember one thing, giving my dad a bloody nose.  I hit him with a switch.  I 
was swinging at one of the cows, but I missed. 
 
IRECE:   I remember playing with the kids in Drumheller.  They showed us a coalmine and 
a donkey. 
  
VINALL:   In Drumheller one of the cows got away, went off by herself and calved.  We 
camped along the drums above the Red Deer River, laid over for four days.  We finally 
found her three miles up the river in a deep gully. 
     While we were there at Drumhller we had to go through town and back, to water our 
stock, right down main street.  It was like a parade.  Kids wanted to ride our horses, and 
drive the stock.  Miner's kids would come with lard buckets for milk.  I heard one little kid 
say, "Man, you must be rich". 

 
LAVERN:   One of the boys wanted to milk, a big boy.  He got a stream of milk, jumped up 
and hollered, "I can milk!  I can milk!" 

 
VINALL:   That was where Tommy (Deloss) and me learned to ride a bicycle. 
 
DELOSS:   The town kids were crazy about horses, so we'd trade rides.  One time when we 
were driving the cattle through town I traded with a boy for a ride on his bike.  I was 
weaving from side to side, got going down this hill and didn't know how to stop.  I ran into 
a cow and she kicked out a few spokes.  There were hundreds of people watching.  
Everybody laughed.  From there I walked and pushed the bike. 
 
LOIS:   We were really late getting away this one morning. Dad said, "Will you damn boys 
hustle!"  It's the only time I ever heard him swear. 
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DARRNALL:   The trip was really well organized.   It was one of the things dad did that 
really worked. 
 
VINALL:   It seemed like it rained ahead of us to keep the sloughs filled up, but it never 
rained on us.  Just north of Drumheller though, we hit a real dry area.  We were wondering 
what to do for water, no sloughs around.  We came to a farm, and asked the farmer if we 
could water our stock.  He took us in, watered all our stock, fed our horses grain and hay 
and kept 'em all night in his corral. 
     When we hit the North Saskatchewan River we thought we were just about home.  A 
fellow directed us to the crossing at Duvernay, the only bridge south of Edmonton.  I 
remember coming into Duvernay.  It was the first time I'd seen a road straight down the hill, 
straight across the river and straight up the other side.  When we got the stock on the bridge 
they started to run.  The bridge began to bounce.  I thought it was going to jump right off its 
moorings. 
     At St. Paul, when we got there, all the stores closed.  People came out on the street to 
watch us pass.  The streets were lined with people.  One girl started to talk to LaVern in 
French.  I can still remember the look of puzzlement on LaVern's face.  But LaVern had an 
interview with the woman from the newspaper.  They mailed the paper to us. 
 
DARRNALL: To me the trip was just an event, not much different than living at home.  To 
some of the kids, or course, it made more of an impression. 

 
VINALL:   We hooked up early one morning, figured to make it to Beaver Crossing that 
day.  We were doing pretty good.  The teams were ahead of us, the stock following.  Then 
about nine or nine-thirty the sand flies hit us.  This was my first experience with sand flies.  
Those sheep piled up like cordwood. 

 
LAVERN:   Sand flies are about half as big as a black fly.  They go for the sheep's udders 
and ears.  Drive 'em wild.  They just lay flat, won't move. 

 
VINALL:   I'd grab one sheep, and pull him a hundred yards, and go back for another, but 
he'd beat me back. 

 
LOIS:   The sheep went crazy.  They'd run for the trees, and bury their heads under each 
other.  A fellow came along in a little black coupe and tried to get through.  The sheep lifted 
his car, trying to get under it in the shade. 

 
LAVERN:   We had handkerchiefs over our faces, with holes cut in them for our eyes.  A 
sand fly's bite is worse than a mosquito bite.  Some people swell up and get infection.  They 
get in your eyes. ...get in your ears.... 
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VINALL:   We didn't move one inch.  Dad came back, but there wasn't anything we could 
do.  When the sun set the sand flies left, and we were ready to go. 
     We drove all night.  We hit the Beaver River sometime after midnight.  The whole 
valley was covered in a fog blanket.  I stood up there on the hill and thought to myself, 
"Man, is that ever pretty." 
 
VICTOR:   It was night, but not very dark.  The dugway down to the river was really steep.  
Going down it, Susan's outfit broke a pole strap.  The wagon tongue flew up, the wagon 
started to roll.  But both horses sat down and backed up against it. 

 
SUSAN:   I started to holler.  I don't know how he ever heard me. 

 
VICTOR:   I set the brake on my outfit, and left seven horses sitting on the hill.  Then I 
blocked the wheels of Susan's wagon, and got a rope and made a pole strap. 
 
SUSAN:   That was the only trouble we had, that and when I ran over a sheep's head with 
my wagon wheel.  They were the only accidents we had the whole trip.  It didn't even rain 
on us. 

 
VINALL:   Our cousins had come out to camp that day, and helped us drive the stock back 
in.  We pulled into Byam's at five o'clock in the morning with the sheep and cattle.  Dad 
said, "Well, it sure isn't Salt Lake, but Brigham Young knew what he was talking about.  
'This is the Place!'" 
     A half-hour later it started to rain.  It poured for three days and three nights.  We just 
bedded down the livestock and hung around.  Dad went to Edmonton to get a lease on some 
land. 

 
LAVERN:   We got there about midnight.  About seven o'clock it started to rain.  Rained 
for a week. 

 
SUSAN:    It never rained a drop all the way.  But we got there, and in ten minutes it started 
to pour.  It rained for a week.  We were all inside when it started.  I felt thankful. 

 
LOIS:    I've often regretted we never kept a record of the trip. 

 
Opal is the eleventh child.  She was born in Cold Lake.  She talks as though she wouldn't mind 
being a pioneer again, but she's a city girl now.  She lives in Calgary with her husband and eight 
children. 
 

OPAL:    I'm kind of sorry I missed the trip.  It would have been fun to be part of it, but 
when I think about them, sleeping on the cupboard, I think they're glad I wasn't around. 

 
VICTOR:   It took us sixty days exactly.  We left on May 1, and pulled into Beaver 
Crossing on July 10.  And we stopped at my father's place in Brant for ten days to shear the 
sheep. 
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IRECE:     When we got there, and tried to open the cook car door we couldn't.  The trees 
were so thick.  They had to chop away the trees to open the door. 

 
IDELL:   There were thousands of trees around when we opened the wagon.  I thought I'd 
never get out. 

 
DELOSS:   It was kind of awesome, all that bush and rock.... 
 
NORENE:   The people from Southern Alberta thought we were up with the Eskimos. 

 
VINALL:  Due to the depression and the drought, the country was loaded with people.  
There was a family on every quarter, it seemed.  They had water, fuel and meat.  They 
could grow vegetables, and build a cabin.  You couldn't do that in the south. 

 
DARRNALL:   When we got here, there was a store and cheese factory in Cherry Grove.  
We had to be close to a center, so the folks chose Cherry Grove. 

 
VINALL:   Dad and mother each homesteaded a quarter that summer.  When the war broke 
out, people left, and that made land available.  But that first summer we got about all that 
was left. 

 
IRECE:   The people were worried. When they heard the Mormons was coming they 
thought they should get up a petition to keep 'em out. 

 
LOIS:   That first summer we picked a lot of berries and dried them.  Blueberries, 
saskatoons, rhubarb.  We bottled wild raspberries. 

 
VINALL:   Dad got sixty dollars for his lambs.  He paid twenty of it to help finance a 
sawmill, so he could build a house.  In the meantime, there was an old log cabin down by 
the lake, but it was too far from school.  We numbered the logs, and took the cabin apart, 
and then put it together again on top of the hill.  It didn't have a floor, just a pole roof, with 
the bark still on.  It sure was dark.  We pulled the cook car alongside it. 
     Mother didn't want a dirt roof, so we got a tarp from somewhere and put it over the roof.  
We lived there the first winter. 

 
LAVERN:   Mother was sick, spent most of her time in bed. 

 
DELOSS:   We had some good years, but that first spring was a bad year.  We lost a big 
majority of the stock.  We cut wood all day.  That's about all we got done. 

 
LOIS:  We had to break the ice in the water on the wash stand every morning. 

 
VINALL:   Twelve of us lived there.  My cousin lived with us.  The fires burned a hole in 
the tarp. 
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LOIS:   I mixed bread, ten loaves of bread, six days a week.  Dad would butcher a sheep 
every week, take it to town and trade it for flour, sugar, beans, whatever we needed. 

 
VICTOR:   That winter the horses all died.  Swamp fever.  They couldn't stand the change, 
and the new feed.  Eight or nine horses died. 

 
VINALL:   We put up stacks of hay, but it didn't last long.  We had to haul a load of hay 
every day.  It was high, good looking grass, but it had no food value.  The horses couldn't 
eat enough.  We ran out of hay in January, and started hauling from Beaver Crossing. 
     We moved the cattle down on the river to try to keep them alive.  The sheep survived, 
but the cattle died.  They'd eat the green grass, and then all go down to drink and fall in the 
slough.  We lost all but two cows. 
And the horses died.  All the horses died but two.  Their intestines were plugged with 
worms. 
 
LAVERN:   School started in September 1933.  We used the Baptist church.  The 
blackboard was made of eight inch spruce boards painted black.  The boards shrunk, and 
made big cracks in the blackboard.  We had forty-four kids in the school, grades one to 
eight all in one room.  Many of the kids never had a chance to go to school before, and there 
were twenty-four beginners, some of them ten years old.  We didn't have any books, any 
materials. 

 
IDELL:   I cried the first day I went to school because the teacher wouldn't let me say 'zee' 
instead of 'zed.'  I cried.  My mother told me it was 'zee.' 

 
VINALL:   Roads were non-existent.  The railroad made some roads.  They had to corduroy 
the hills.  But they never cut a stump out or moved a rock.  They cut a road into a fellow's 
place but they cut the stumps too high.  If you were traveling in a Bennett buggy, you'd 
have to lift the wheels over the stumps. 

 
DELOSS:   You had to be careful driving a team on a corduroy road.  The horses would fall 
through the corduroy into the muskeg.  They'd work down till they couldn't get out.  There 
was no bottom to it. 

 
VINALL:   About March they got the sawmill ready, powered by an old car engine.  We 
logged out some poplar logs, and sawed enough four by eights and four by sixes to build a 
house out of squared logs.  It was set on rocks and wood blocks.  We dovetailed the corners 
because that didn't take nails.  Dad planed boards by hand for the floor.  We put on a 
tarpaper covering.  That was luxury. 

 
SUSAN:   Edith was born in the old house, on the fourth of April. 

 
EDITH:   They always teased me about being born in the cubby hole. 

 
LAVERN:   The next year they built a school out of squared timbers.  They had a 
government grant of a hundred and fifty dollars.  The money bought windows, spruce 
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flooring, shingles, bricks and nails.  In 1972 the new school at Grand Centre cost a million 
and a half. 
     But then, in those days a man working on a threshing crew got a dollar a day for a team 
and wagon; two dollars for a separator man. 
     When I was eighteen I worked for a family at harvest time while the wife had her baby.  
I did the housework, cooked for fourteen threshers, and tended their little boy.  I got five 
dollars for a month's work. 
     Our son Ardwyn used to work on the milk wagon Saturdays.  He'd get five dollars a day.  
Now Jay's getting four seventy-five an hour for roofing. 
     Still, with that first five dollars I earned, I bought a pair of shoes, my first girdle, 
material for two dresses, and cloth for underwear. 

 
VICTOR:   The next spring I went out shearing to Lloydminster.  Ed Martin there had a 
steam engine and a twelve foot brush cutter.  He said if I'd brush a hundred acres for him, I 
could have the outfit.  So the boys and I went to work. 
     I took the governor off the steam engine, and just used the throttle.  I could cut off a 
twenty-two inch tree without ever backing up.  Hit her right on the point. 
     We earned the machine, and drove the old steamer home, and pulled the outfit.  At the 
North Saskatchewan River we had to cross on the ferry.  The old boy made me sign a paper 
that he'd take no responsibility if it tipped off.  But we got her across. 
      The next spring we hooked up the steam engine to a sawmill, and started in the lumber 
business. 

 
VINALL:   We cut timber on the flat.  Lumber sold for ten dollars a thousand, if you could 
find a market.  But nobody had any money.  You traded work for work.  You traded 
something for something. 
 
VICTOR:   We cut railway ties on the bank over the river.  Siphoned water from the river 
for the steam engine.  We could pile seventeen thousand ties in one stack without moving. 

 
DARRNALL:   In 1931 they built that railroad grade to Cherry Grove.  Built eight elevator 
sites, had fifty acres for a townsite.  It was going to be a joint CN and CP track.  Then 
money tightened up on them in '31, and they closed the business down.  So Cherry Grove 
has just been an opening in the wilderness. 

 
VINALL:   We contracted with a man named McNally to take care of his sheep, along with 
our own.  We took 'em down on the river and summered 'em.  McNally was to provide the 
feed for winter, but it wasn't adequate.  They started to die in the early winter.  First the old 
ewes.  We moved the sheep onto the Reserve and hauled hay, but there was no food value 
in that muskeg hay.  We fed them all' that hay then took 'em back to the river.   The hills 
should have bared off by that time, but they didn't. 

 
VICTOR:   I told McNally we needed some grain.  He said, "I can't.  I've spent all I can.  If 
they live, they live.  And if they die, they die."  We fed 'em straw from the tops of sheds. 
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VINALL:   In April we lambed out on the river.  And then on the third or fourth of May we 
got a snowstorm.  That night we fed the last of the hay.  It stormed for three days. 

 
VICTOR:   We cut Jack Pine for them to eat. 

 
VINALL:   We had to give the man back four hundred ewes for the ones we lost.  It wiped 
out our herd.  We started from scratch. 

 
VICTOR:   Two or three days after the storm, the sun shone, and the hill was bare, but it 
was too late for the lambs.  A hundred bushels of oats would have saved everything. 

 
DARRNALL:   A lot of people went back to Glenwood. 

 
VICTOR:   We never did talk about going back. 

 
VINALL:   We never went hungry, and we always had a place to sleep.  And we always 
had clean clothes.  You'd wash your clothes on Friday afternoon for the dance that night. 

 
LAVERN:   Nobody thought about what to wear to a dance or party.  You wore what you 
had.  You'd see everything moccasins, rubbers and socks. 

 
SUSAN:  That's one place it didn't take six feet of earth to make us all one size. 

 
VINALL:   We had lots of parties.  Nearly every week somebody entertained.  Everybody 
went to the dance.  We'd put the kids to sleep under the benches.  There'd be sandwiches 
and cake at midnight.  They made coffee in a boiler.  The orchestra played until daylight, 
otherwise you couldn't see to go home.  Then we'd pass the hat to pay the orchestra. 
     We used to hunt squirrels to get money for the dance.  The pelts 'd bring seven cents, or 
nine cents. 

 
LAVERN:   Joe played the banjo and sax at dances.  He'd come home in the daylight.  
They'd take up a collection, and sometimes he'd get a dollar for playing all night. 

 
VINALL:   We were always having extemporaneous programs.  Dad 'd tell some of his 
stories.  At the party we had when our new home was finished, everybody came.  We all 
had to sit around on the floor.  Somebody suggested that this Irishman sing.  Well, he took 
some coaxing.  I even coaxed him.  But he finally agreed.  He sang Old Dog Tray, four 
hundred verses of it.  Before he was through, I'd had enough. 

 
Lorenzo, or "Ren", was a baby at the time of the trek.  His memories are all of Cold Lake.  He 
recalls most clearly the cold winters and the good times in the summer.  Now he lives in 
Chilliwack, B.C. 
 

REN:   My dad was fabulous, a real comedian. 
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DELOSS:   Dad couldn't even stand up to pray in church without somebody starting to 
laugh. 
 
VINALL:   I think this was what I liked best, the social life.  But when we'd get home from 
the dance about daylight, there was no sleeping in.  Dad used to say, "You've got to pay the 
fiddler." 

 
OPAL:   Mom believed in making us work.   Even the boys had to learn how to mix bread. 

 
VICTOR:   When Deloss went to Inuvik, Vinall said he didn't know how Tommy would do, 
he can never waste a minute of daylight, and up there it's daylight all the time. 

 
OPAL:   Every night we had to saw wood for the following day.  The greatest sight I ever 
saw was coming home from school and someone was there with a buzz saw cutting up all 
the wood. 

 
DARRNALL:   I tell my kids, "I don't feel a bit sorry for you.  I hope you have to work as 
hard to find a job as I did." 

 
OPAL:   Dad taught us to mend our shoes.  We had an awl, and a needle, and linen thread 
and beeswax.  We'd sew up the back seams, and side seams.  I know how to use a last.  We 
had four different sizes of last.  Dad would resole our shoes, but if they started to come 
undone he'd say, "You know where the hammer is.  You know where the last is." 

 
VINALL:  Bad soil, rocks and heavy timber have kind of kept this country down.  One 
fellow said to me, "You should have learned your lesson in Salt Lake City.  How come you 
picked Cherry Grove?" 

 
VICTOR:   In this country, it's either snow flies, or sand flies. 

 
DARRNALL:   Actually, we weren't so bad off.  There was no need for some of the 
expenditures that you had in Southern Alberta.  Down there it all cost money. 

 
LAVERN:   Relief came in the thirties, but the Stonehockers never took it.  Nearly 
everyone else did.  The relief checks were five dollars or seven dollars a month, and a 
clothing allowance twice a year.  This was before the family allowance started.  After that, 
one family got as much as the whole area got from relief. 
     Some kids brought a baked potato for lunch. 

 
OPAL:   I remember using lard and salt and pepper on bread instead of butter. 

 
VINALL:  You got coal oil in a gallon jug because you couldn't afford a two gallon jug. 

 
IRECE:   I'm not sorry we went through those hard times.  (She laughs)  Not long ago we 
were having soup, and one of the girls didn't like the soup.  So we diluted it down.  Then 
she liked it.  "That's the way we used to have it." 
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LAVERN:   When the Air Base came in, that made a difference.  So many men worked 
there to keep the farm going. 

 
EDITH:   We never had lots of money, but if you needed something it was always there.  
Then there were those things that money can't buy, too. 

 
LAVERN:   The fireflies were just beautiful at night, especially before a storm.  Flick, flick, 
flick, all through the trees.  But you don't see them much anymore. 

 
EDITH:   There's not a great deal of wind up here.  But you've got a lot of peace of mind. 
 
VICTOR:   Snow will pile three feet high on a stump and never blow off. 
 
OPAL:   I remember dad holding me at night.  He'd bounce me on his knee and sing songs.  
He always had time for us kids.  After supper and work was done, he'd be singing to us and 
saying recitations.  I guess I felt closer to dad.  When mother sat down she was always 
darning or knitting. 

 
REN:   I never had any desire to get to the city.  I never saw Edmonton till I was sixteen. 

 
EDITH:   Old Vic Hatch, he's the greatest.  Well, mom too.  She never forgets a birthday of 
any of the kids or grandkids.  She can't always send a present, but they get a card at least. 

 
IRECE:   Everybody knows dad, all through the bush.  The Indians will say, "Oh, you're a 
Hatch girl.  How's Old Vic?" 

 
OPAL:   When I was a little girl, dad was the bishop.  Everybody came to our house to get 
married.  This one time a girl came.  I had known her all my life, which was about five 
years.  Everybody kept saying, "Daddy's going to marry Pauline."  I laid on the couch 
bawling.  I didn't want my dad to marry anybody else.  

 
Neldon is the youngest child.  He was about seventeen when his parents moved back to Cardston, 
so he has lived almost half his life away from Cold Lake.  He is the only one of his family who 
went to university.  Now he teaches school in Cardston, where he lives with his wife and three 
children. 
 

NELDON:   My older brothers and sisters had all married and moved away before I was 
born.  They seem more like my aunts and uncles.  I'm closer to their children. 

 
SUSAN:   When we named our children, it seemed there were so darned many Hatches, we 
tried to find some names nobody else had used.  But when Vinall was a year old we took 
him to Salt Lake City.  One aunt down there who's very interested in genealogy said, "Isn't 
that odd?  That makes four Vinall Hatches now." 

 
IDELL:   It was a long way to school.  Millions of miles. 
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EDITH:   We walked, usually.  Ren and Norene would drag me in cold weather.  I wasn't 
gonna go any further.  Norene says, "We should have left you there." 

 
OPAL:   One time I was helping a lady take care of her cows and stuff.  I was twelve.  She 
had a boy six.  We'd go to school together.  It was so cold that Ken would be freezing.  We 
walked with a stick between us, me pulling. 
     If it was colder than thirty below we didn't have to go. But one day it was between forty 
and fifty and I didn't know how cold it was.  They told me I should have stayed home.  But 
I liked school.  I hated to miss. 

 
LAVERN:   The bush is kind of scary, especially after dark.  It's so big and so dark.  Every 
twig that snaps, you're sure it could be something, but maybe it's just a rabbit. 
     At night, I always used to walk.  If I ran, I could hear something behind me.  But I got 
over being scared of the dark.  I had to.  In winter, we'd need the lamp about four in the 
afternoon. 

 
OPAL:   Every time anybody was sick, or died, or had a baby, they called my mother. 

 
EDITH:   We'd shift around the bedrooms when a corpse came to be taken care of. 
     I said, "Oho, I'd never sleep in a house with a dead man."  But dad told me, "The dead 
ones can't hurt you.  It's the live ones you have to look out for."  I used to watch mother 
prepare the corpses.  If I could touch 'em, I was okay. 

 
OPAL:   We got used to it.  We'd even help her sometimes.  I remember combing a baby's 
hair.  It was my privilege to comb my grandfather's hair as he lay in his coffin.  Daddy 
made the coffins. 

 
VICTOR:   I had my domestic license to fish in Cold Lake.  We could set our nets on 
Thursday evening, then take them in before noon on Friday. 
    Cold Lake is about twenty-eight by eighteen miles.  Nobody knows how deep it is.  It's 
mostly spring fed, and the water is very cold. 
     We used to catch fish in a net from two hundred feet down.  When you pull the net up 
the fish swell up like a balloon.  Sometimes a fish will break the net, but if you club it quick 
enough, before the swelling goes down, it can't get back in the water. 
     The lake freezes about the first of the year.  At forty or fifty below it freezes pretty fast.  
The ice pushes out against the bank.  That makes heaves out in the lake.  Sometimes those 
heaves get twelve, fifteen feet high. 

 
DARRNALL:   I believe the trip paid off.  Dad used to say, "I don't know."  But after the 
Air Base came he said, "Well, I believe we came to this country to organize the church for 
this Base."  There's been many airmen saved from problems. 

 
VICTOR:   When the Air Base came in 1953 I worked there, and at the Radar Station.  I 
was fired eighteen days before retirement.  Maybe that's the toughest thing that's ever 
happened to me.  I was sick for two years. 
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NELDON:   I have no desire to go back to Cold Lake, not to live. 

 
NORENE:   After we married, we lived back at Cold Lake for a while.  We liked it there.  
But after seventeen years you go back people don't remember you, even your own family. 

 
OPAL:   We have a family letter that goes out once a month.  We all get our news to Deloss 
by the fifteenth.  Then he types it up and runs it off and mails it. 

 
SUSAN:   A couple of years ago we had our fifty-fifth anniversary.  All the kids came 
home.  Not their husbands, or wives, or children.  Just our twelve.  It was the first time the 
family had ever been all together.  By the time the younger ones were born, the older ones 
were away and married with children of their own. 
     Anyway, they all twelve came home for the anniversary.  We all slept here in this house.  
The girls made a bed on the floor in the living room.  Darrnall said he was always alone, so 
he slept in the kitchen.  Ren and Neldon were the youngest boys, so they slept on the floor 
in mom's and dad's room.  Vinall and Deloss slept in the other bed.  My, we had a time. 

 
OPAL:   We put a sign on our station wagon.  JUST MARRIED 55 YEARS.  Then all 
fourteen of us got into it and drove out to Glenwood.  Dad had never taken us to a cafe, so 
we made him take us to a cafe and buy ice cream for everybody. 

 
NORENE:   That night we had home made ice cream.  We got icicles from the house to 
freeze it with. 
 
OPAL:    On Saturday night we had Family Home Evening.  Three hours seemed like ten 
minutes. 

 
EDITH:   They were talking about going to church the next day, and I said something about 
did we have to go to church.  Dad said, "You don't have to go to church.  We'll stay here if 
you want.  But how many people could be married 55 years and have twelve kids and have 
'em all home together, and not show 'em off?"  I don't believe my dad was ever prouder than 
when he stood up and introduced his twelve kids in Sunday school.  It's quite a thing to 
come from a family that size. 
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In July 1973, the community of Cherry Grove celebrated "Forty Years in the Wilderness."  The 
place seems to have had a powerful affect, even on people who lived there but briefly, for some 
who returned for the festivities hadn't seen it in almost four decades, or were children of those first 
settlers, and had never seen it at all. 
     The Hatches gathered ninety for a family picture.  A few more arrived later.  Vic estimates they 
had about a hundred on hand, children, grandchildren, great-grandchildren.  They carry the blood 
of their fathers, but locked in the core of that first generation are secrets impossible to share fully, 
non-transmittable, that quiet assurance each soul must gain for himself, that when he has reached 
the limit of his endurance, he can still keep going. 
     Troubled as we may be by the proliferation of mankind on our tiny planet, it does not seem 
alarming that today Victor and Susan Hatch have one hundred and forty-three direct descendants. 
We need their kind of people. 
 


